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THAT BABY.

It ain't no trouble now to find
The things that used to be
A-scattered round about the house,
Or hid away from me.

The paper’'s allus right to hand,
The tidy's on the chair,

My hat don't leave the front hall peg
‘Most 'fore I hang it there.

Ar’ everything is orderly,
An’' just the way it's put,
Without a raft o' cur'us truck
A-kickin' under foot.

But when I look around the room
An’ see the chairs just so,

An’ all the things a-settin' in
The place they ought to go,

I'd give the rest o’ this ol' life
If I could only see

That baby strewin’ things around
The way they used to be.

—Portland Oregonian.
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CHAPTER XI.—CONTINUED.

Mr. Carmody was a gentleman of
impressive mien. He had retained
his digmity and his composure most
admirably, and addressed Capt. Wa-
ters with the easy air in which he
was wort to issue orders to the
managers and superintendents of his
vast enterprises. He ecalmly drank
a little of a glass of water and step-
Ping forward, faced Capt. Waters.

That gentleman was a study in
bronze. He was in full uniform. The
gold braid of his cap, the bars of
geld on his shoulders and sleeves,
end the rows of brass buttons on
his coat, were in sharp contrast to
the plain apparel of the group which
mow clustered around him. A long,
livid scar across his left cheek -and
extending to the point of his chin,
showed plain in the electric light
which fooded the room. The closely-
cropped gray moustache; the shaggy,
black epgbrows beetling - over the
cold prae eyes; the iron-gray hair
beneath  the cap; the erect, impas-
sive pose of the figure—proclaimed
the eharacter of the official who held
in hiz control the immediate destiny
of the group of men who now con-
fronted him.

Mr. Keat did not join this party.
He had paused by a starboard win-
dow and was gazing out as if deeply
concerned in a study of the weather.
Hestor stood a little back of the
captain, while Hammond had seated
hims:lif by the table. In his face
anger and bewilderment struggled
for mastery.

“Capt. Waters,” said Mr. Carmody,
placing his hand familiarly on the
broad shoulder of that official, “on
behalf of the gentlemen on this
yacht, I demand of you, as iis cap-
tain, that you immediately put about
and return tp New York. You are
responsible. Mr. Hestor is clearly
irresponsibie. It is our wish to re-
turn at once,”

“it certainly is! It certainly is!”
exclaimed Mr. Pence, attempting to
grasp Capt. Waters” hand. That of-
ficial glanced at Mr. Hestor as if
waiting fer him to answer.

“You kmow your orders,” said Hes-
tor. “Youn ere the captain of this
yacht,” »

*1 get my orders from Mr. Hestor
and obey them,” said Capt. Waters,
addressing no member of the group
in particular. His voice was gruff,
but not uskind. “We are headed
east, nor'east. When he to
change her course, I will change her
Until then, not. That’s all.,”

This was a long speech for Capt.
Waters. e turned and walked to
the door.

says

course,

“The *Shark’ is vours, gentlemen,” |
| looked at him in blank amazement.
| Mr. Pence groaned.

said Hestor, airily. “The servants are
yours to command, but I will issue all
necessary orders to the
You gentlemen, who have such great
frierests under Your control, must
realize that, im such an outing as 1
Ltive planned, Capt. Waters must not
be annoyed with conflicting orders. 1
Lave provided everything for your
comfort, and am sure you will thank
me for the treat I have in store for
you. I will rejoin you in a few mo-
ments. 1 wish to study our charts
and determine our course for the
night. Then we will have some music
in Social Hall. 1
you for a few moments, Sidney; if
the gentlemen will excuse vou.”

Mr. Hammond hesitated a moment.
Mr. Carmody stepped to his side and
spoke a feww words in a low tone.
Sidney listened. and bowing to him
ahd the others, joined Hestor
followed him into his private state-
rooms at the forward part of the
d2ckhouse.

“Well, I' be damned!” said Mr.
Haven., with perhaps justifiable em-
phasis, as Hestor smiled graciously

and deparied with Sidney Hammond. |

“We are kidnapped.”

“Pid you just find {hat
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another cigar, “U knew that five
minuies ago.” ‘

“You take it raighty. cooly™ said

Mr. Haven, glaring at the big specu-
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Mr. Pence had passed the stage of
excitement. He was lost in the
depths of despair. Had one of the
marines entered and commanded him
to walk the plank it would not have
added to the weight of woe which
overwhelmed him.

Mr. Palmer J. Morton had taken
no part in the brief proceedings
which had accomplished this revolu-
tion. He grasped the situation from
the moment Hestor made his first
declaration, and  realized that
whether their dilemma was the re-
sult of a plot or the whim of a
maniac, that arguments and force
were useless. Mr. Morton prided him-
self that he could divine the mach-
fnations of the cool-headed busi-
ness schemer, but was he expected
to cope with the fantastic plots of a
crazy man? It was enough to know
that he had been duped. He must
devise a way out of the trap which
he had helped to set.~

“Gentlemen,” he said, “this is a
serious affair, but we must meet it
coolly and with deliberation. It is
of no avail to storm and rage. We
are caged, and it will do no good to
beat our wings against the bars. I
feel myself largely at fault in this
affair, but all of us are likely to make
mistakes and to suffer lapses in
judgment. In this—"

“Mr. Morton,” interrupted Mr.
Rockwell, “I think I speak for all
present when I say that we do not
hold you in the least responsible for
this ridiculous event. I should have
done the same thing. So would any
of wus.”

“I thought that newspaper trust
one of the best things I ever heard
of,” said Mr. Pence, and his eyes
brightened for the moment at the
thought. “I figured it out that the
stock would have paid 20 per cent.
dividends on the original investment.
Oh, it is awful!”

Mr. Pence evidently did not refer
to the magnitude of the vanished div-
idends, but to his present sorrow.

“We must retire to one of the
staterooms and consider what can
be done,” said Mr. Morton. “I pre-
sume the owner or the officers of the

“WHO THE DEVIL ARE YOU?””
MANDED HESTOR.

DI-

boat will not object to our move-
ments, so long as we comply with
the rules of discipline. We have been
informed that the yacht is ours, and
I suggest that we select our state-
rooms and meet in one of them and
confer together.”

“You can do anything you please,”
said Hestor, who had entered the
room, and had overheard the latter
part of Mr. Mcrton’s remarks. “But
the hour is early, and there is plenty
of excellent wine straining against
the corks in the effort to escape and
enhance the jollity of this occasion.
Besides, we are going to have musie.
I have attempted to reconcile Mr.
Hammond to his fate, and I know he
will favor us with a song.”

“Mr. Hestor.”

The speaker stopped. Capt. Wa-
ters stood in the door, and his hand
was on the arm of gentleman
whose face and pose constituted a
character study. He was a blg,
handsome man with a florid com-
plexion, an aggressive black mus-
tache, shrewd blue eyes and a profu-
sion of brown hair which fell to his
coat collar. There was no timidity
in his attitude, yet there was some
indescribable weakness in his general
bearing. He was well-dressed, and
had a roll of paper under his arm
which he carefully guarded. Hestor

a

“Who in the devil are you?” de-
manded Hestor, as Capt. Waters re-
leased the arm of the new arrival.

“L. Sylvester Vincent, of Chicago,”
was the reply.

“What in thunder are you doing
on this boat? Where did you find
him, Capt. Waters?”

“He was in the aft passage way;
he had just come out of one of the
staterooms.”

“This is Mr. Hestor, is it not?”
said Mr. Vincent, who had entirely
recovered his self-possession; if in
fact he had ever lost it. “I recog-
nize you from your picture. It was
like this: I have been trying for ten
days to see Mr. Carmody,” and Mr.
Vincent bowed pleasantly to Mr. Car-
mody, who glared back at him. “Mr.
Carmody is a very busy man, and my
time is of some value also. Well, I
followed him down to the boat, and
I guessed that he was going to take
a little pleasure trip. I figured that
this would be a good time to get a
chance to talk tp him; so I came on
board. Anticipating that there
might be some objeétiens to my—
er—to my being a guest, and not de-
siring to intrude on your company at
dinner. I remained down stairs until
you gentlemen had finished your re-
past.” Mr. L. Sylvester Vincent
looked hungrily at the yet loaded
table and concluded: “I was just
starting to come upstairs and intro-
duce myself to My. Carmody when|

| your genial captain—Capt. Waters,

I believe—kindly consented to escort

N

me here.” ey
“You.are all right,” said Hestor

; tor promptly. “I have not seen Bob

“Y don’t know who you are, or what!
you do, but if I have any influence
you can get a job as reporter on the
New York Record any time you ask
for it. Capt. Waters, how did our
old college chum, L. Sylvester Vin-
cent, get on board the ‘Shark?’”

Capt. Waters looked rather crest-
fallen, and glared at Mr. Viacent
with am expression which boded that
gentleman no good.

“He came along about a minute
after you and those two gentlemen
did,” said Capt. Waters, pointing to
Mr. Rockwell and Mr. Carmody. “I
supposed he was one of your party.
He handed me his card and came
aboard. I found him roaming around
below and knew that something was
wrong. So I brought him up here.”

“Glad to see you aboard the yacht,”
said Hesfor. “You will have plenty
of time to talk matters over with
Mr. Carmody.” :

“When do you go back?” asked Mr.
Vincent, as a puzzled expression came
into his face.

“We are not going back,” Hestor
replied. “We are going to the South
Sea islands.”

CHAPTER XIL

AT SEA.

The interview in Hestor’s cabin
with Mr. Sidney Hammond was brief
and spirited. Hammond did not wait
for any explanatins, but proceeded
to denounce Hestor in scathing
terms. That gentleman smiled pleas-
antly and waited for him to com-
clude.

“This is the act of a mad man or
a villain!” said Hammond as he paced
angrily up and down the narrow
room. Hestor had seated himself at
a writing desk and leisurely rolled
a cigarette. “You do not look like
a crazy man, but you act like one.
You have not been drinking to ex-
cess, and cannot plead intoxication
as an excuse for this outrage. Of
all the unaccountable things! What
do you mean to do? What is your
object in detaining these men whom
you have induced to. become your
guests? Have you stopped to think
of the agony this will cause their
relations? Have you considered how
my . sister Olive will feel when I fail
to return home?”

He stopped in front of Hestor, his
eyes flashing anger. His voice trem-
bled with rage and he restrained him-
self by an effort from a physical at-
tack on Hestor.

“Don’t get so excited, Sidney,”
said Hestor, as he lit a cigarette.
“There is nothing so serious about
this as you imagine. Olive thinks you
have gone to Europe with me. I
sent her a telegram and signed your
name to it. I made a copy of the
message and here it is.”

Hestor handed a slip of paper to
Hammond, who read as follows:

Miss Olive Hammond:

It is necessary for me to accompany
Mr. Hestor on a short business trip to
Europe. We sail early this evening, and
I shall be too busy to come home to bid
vou good-by. Pack my trunk and valise
and send them to Mr. Hestor’s office.
Do not come down town, as I do not
know where I shall be in the meantime.
Put my scrap books and some writing
paper in the trunk, as I wish to work on
my essays on the trip across and back.
Also enclose the matter I have already
written. I shall not be gone long. Re-
gret that I cannot see you before I leave,
but know that you are used to these sud-
den journeys and will forgive me.

SIDNEY HAMMOND.

“That shows that while a forger
you are not entirely lost to decency,”
said Hammond, with evident relief,
but no signs of relenting. “But how
about these other men? They have
dear ones. They have feelings.
Think of what they must suffer and
how much grief you will cause if
you persist in’ your course. You must
put this boat back to New York at
once.”

“It cannot be domne, Sidney,” said
Hestor. “I bave this all planned out.
To-morrow these men can commun-
icate with their people. I will take
care of that.” Hestor's manner
changed. The smile died on his lips
and his face grew dark. “You are
my friend,” he said in a tone sin-
gularly harsh and strident. “You are
my friend, but I shall not permit you
to interfere in the least with my
plans. This is my yacht, and we are
on the high seas. The man who re-
fuses to obey orders on this boat
will be put in irons. I should not
like to see you in the booby hatch,
Sidney,” and Hestor laughed in an
unpleasant way.

“There will be some one hurt be-
fore I go in irons,” Hammond said
fiercely. “After what you have done
I should not be surprised, however,
at any attempted outrage. Do you
care to give any sane reason for
this affair?”

“I gave you the reasons at the
dinner table,” said Hestor, whose fit
of anger had passed. “These men
now on this yacht have managed to
secure control of about everything
in the country worth having. They
run Wall Street, the banks, the
trusts, the railroads, and dictate to
the government. I want to find out
what would happen if they should
die simultaneously. Such a thing
might happen, don’t you know? Well,
what would be the result? No one
knows., I am going to find out.
They will be cut off from communi-
cation except for one day. During
that time they may be dead for all
any one knows. Then I will see that
word is received from them, saying
that they are safe. That will relieve
the strain on their families and
friends, We then will see how the
country gets along without them for
awhile. Great scheme, don't you
think ?”

Hemmond continued to pace the
floor but said nothing. Hestor
scemed intensely in earnest.

“Does Mr. Van ‘Horne, the editor
of The Record, know anything about
this?” asked Sidney.

“0Of course he-does not,” said Hes-

affair. JFust new f am working for
myself. I never thought of this un-
til a week ago, and it came to me like
an inspiration. Of course I could
confide my plans to no one, but I
felt sure you would appreciate the
scheme and give it your co-operation.
You will, when you get over your
foolish anger. I must rejoin our
friends. They will think I am neg-
lecting them.”

There being nothing for Sidney to
say he remained quiet and returned
to the dining room in time to meet
Mr. L. Sylvester Vineent, as has been
related.

Hestor soon found that his unwill-
ing guests desired to retire to the
apartments which had been reserved
for them. They were shown to the
staterooms, and a servant detailed
to look after their comfort. They
found that their host had made every
effort to anticipate their mneeds.
Slippers, smoking jackets, pajamas,
and a liberal assortment of linem
and undergarments were provided in
profuasion. Hestor bid them a pleas-
ant good night, and returned to the
upper deck where he found Mr. L.
Sylvester Vincent. That gentleman’s
face yet bore a puzzled expression.
He had vainly attempted to engage
Mr. Hammond in conversation. He
now approached Hestor.

“Where did you say you were go-
ing, Mr. Hestor?” he asked.

“South Sea islands.”

“But ¥ must go back to New York,”
explained Mr. Vincent. “Just as
soon as I can see Mr. Carmody you
must put me off. Which way are we
going now?”

“About east.”

“Will you ask Mr. Carmody if he
will see me now?” asked M. Vincent
in his most insinuating manner.

“Can’t do it. He has retired for
the night,” replied Hestor. “You
stay with us. This is the chance of
vour life. You are a promoter, are
you not?. Yes? I thought so. Well,
you are in luck. On this yacht are
six of the richest men in the world.
You can promote any ol thing with
them if you know your business.
Make yourself at home. Keep right at
them. Don’t let them stand you off.
You will have lots of time. I see you
have your drawings and plans with
you. You certainly are in luck.
Bob, show Mr. Vincent to stateroom
number eight.”

“I guess I’'m in for it, Mr. Hestor,
but you will find me game,” he said.
“I wanted to go back, but I suppose
I'll have to stick. Who are all of
these gentlemen?”

[To Be Continued.]

As It Should Be Written.

It is feared that the correspond-
ents who have told how Novelist
Richard Harding Davis distinguished
himself at the recent alarming fire in
Marion, near his summer home, have
failed to grasp the graphic possibili-
ties of the situation.  Possibly they
were limited by both time and space,
but it does seem as if they should
have told the story a little more aft-
er this fashion:

The red glare grew stronger.
Myriads of specks arose like demon-
iac fireflies. The exhausted towns-
people sank back in sullen despair.
All was lost save a few burecaus and
settees. The selectmen of the lit-
tle town looked at one another and
ground their few remaining teeth. It
was the gnash of defeat. Human
strength availed not in the face of
this red-tongued Shiva.

At that moment, when hope fell
dead and faith was badly scotched, a
blithe whistle was heard from the
highway.

“What's this? cried a cheery voice,
as a well-built form swung inte
view.

“It’s a fire,” said Elder Peasely, as
he feebly coughed a bunch of smoke
from- his pipes.—Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

Stingy and Narrow-Minded.

Her husband’s brother had through
his own efforts become very rich.

“Now,” he said “I will do some-
thing for her and the children. 1
am under mo obligations to them,
but they are poor and I feel that it
will be no more than right for me
tc help them.”

Therefore he bought a comfortable
home for them and gave her the
deed. Then he took her to the fur
niture stores and they secured care
pets, beds, chairs and other things
that were necessary to make them
comfortable and he paid for them,
after which he went about his owa
affairs rejoicing.

She sat in her new home, with hia
hands clasped in her lap and a sad
look on her face.

“What is the trouble?” her neiginx
bor asked.

“I was thinking of the selfishness
and meanness of some people,” sha
sorrowfully replied. “Think of all
the money he has. Yet he is too
stingy, too narrow-minded even to
give us a piano.”—Chicago Recvid-
Herald.

Looking Up.

The lecturer pleaded with
crowd to “look up.” In impassioned
tones he cried: “God always helps
the man that looks up! Never look
down, my friends, and do not waste
too much time looking sideways,
Look up, and keep on looking upf{
I never knew a man to fall if he
looked up. Is there a man in the
audience who caa say that he ak
ways looks up?' A seedy strangef
arose in the back row to say: ©1
can say that I always look up. 1
have steadily looked up for 30 years
and I am no better off for it. Look
ing up is my business.” “What d¢
you do for a living, my good man?*
“I'm a ceiling decorator.” The up
roarious applause that greeted this
sally broke up tus meeting—Detrai
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2nd Dam—(Pantalette, (Escober 2:1

—=JAY BIRD=—="

$100 TO

INSURE.

SCARLET WILKES, 2:22;,
$15 TO INSURE.

BARON WILKES, Jr,

BrOwN, 15.24, (3) RECORD 2:2314, TRIATL 2:19.
By BARON WILKES, 2:18.

2:17.

/
3%,

! 0 Epgulet 2:19, sire of Georgena 2:07
Brumel sire of Lucile 2:07); Burglar 2:24%, sire of Stella Burglar 2:24%,

I1st Dam—DMarinette (dam Queen Regent 2:297%, Regal Nelson 2:18), by Director
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and dam Bird Eye 2:14%), by Princeps.

3rd Dam—Florence, (dam of Juror 2:247{, Hebron 2:30), Volunteer.
4th Dam— Nell, (dam of Bateman 2:22), by Hambletonian ro.
5th Dam—Willing mare; (dam 3 to 2:40 or better), by son of American Eclipse.

BArRON WILLES, JR., was worked by Jim Dodge last Fall and will be trained

by him again. He says he is a trotter sure, and is bound to sire speed.

$35.00 TO INSURE.

W. A. BACON, Jr.

MAPLEHURST FARM.
Paris, Kentucky.
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Wiggins,

2-year-old Race Record 2:19 1-2.

g At 9 years has five Trotters Better than 2:18.

) Sire of the three fastest 2-year-olds of 1g902.
Sire of Katherine A, 2:14, winner of the fastest race ever trotted by a
. . : 2-year-old.
Sire of Hilgar, 2:15%, winner of the fastest three-heat race ever trot-
ted by a 2-year-old.

$100.

With Return Privilege.

Address,
DOUGLAS
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THOMAS, )
Paris, Kentucky. 4
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Chat

Sired by Prodigal 2:16,
1 dam Rachel 2:081;......

4 dam Puss Prall

Grandam of Cartridge

225

Two-year-old trial 2:20; half 1:08; quarter .32);.

PEACE COMMISSIONER 3.

1-<.

Three-year-old trial 2:17;

half 1.07; quarter .32.

BROWN HORSE; 15

by
Dam of Great Spiri full

sister to Bowery Belle 2:18;.

2 dam Willie Wilkes 2:28

DaM OF
Raohel: 7. . G iien o aeis
Great Heart..

Bowry Boy
Bowry Belle

Grandam Cut Glass

and 3 others.

3 dam Sally Southworth

DAM OF
terton 2:18, sire of 4in 2:30

Willie Wilkes 2:28.
Grandam of Bowry Belle 2:183

Bowry Boy 2:15',

Great Heart 2:12 1-2,

Rachel 2:08 1-4.

by
DAM OF

Black Diamond.........

Lady Stout

Lottie Prall

dam of 5 2:30 sires.

2:29 3-4
2:29
D]

2:28

2:141-2
2:20 1-2

~

Chatterton

sire of John Nolan 2:08; Dan M. 2:094

2 1-2, FOALED 1899.
38 others.

Baron Wilkes 2:18,

Sire Bumps 2:003;, Rubenstein 2:05
Oakland Baron 2:09!4, 97 others, dams
of 131 in 2:30.

Geo. Wilkes 519, 2:22.

) Sire of 81 and dams of 168 in 2:30.

Mambrino Patchen 58.
SIRE OF

25 trotters in 2:20.

53 sons have 175 in 2:30.

97 dams have 144 in 2:30.

L)
Mark Time.

SIRE OF
3 in 2:30.

PEACE COMMISSIONER 2:25 3-4, will make the season of

B2S5 TO

1903 at Brooklawn Farm, Paris, Ky,

INSTURE:.

ADDRESS,

Long Distance 'Phone 333.

S. D. BURBRIDGE.
Rural Route 5.

A ST 45

Good Eating,

If you want something
nice in the line of Fancy
and Staple Groceries, or
Hardware,
Tinware,

and Notions, call on

"T

Stoneware,
Queensware

J.W.CLARKE
& CO..

«Grocers, -

Millersburg, Ky.

*

i

PORTER SMITH,
INSURANCE AGENT,

=
Rotice to the Public.

I am now prepared to dJdo all kinds of
Plumbing and Gas Fitting, Tapping
Sewers, &c., in fact 1 can do anything
in the Plambing line. If you are con-
templating fixing up a bath room or
closet or stationsrv wash stand, get an
estimate from me. 1 am located on
Seventh street, béetween Main and High.

i '"Phone 276,

(thH W. C. WILLETT.

WM. KERR, s
Plumber and Gas Fitter,

Next Door te Rassenfoss’
Restaurent, in the Singer
Sewing Machine office. s

All Kinds of work 1o my
line done promptly and with
dispatch.

| Main Street, - Paris, Ky.

TELEPUONE 336

-

A Cnaxge.—1 have recently employed
another Larber and put in anocher
chair, making four in all. You can al-
:ch:yug‘eu turn ab my shop. ice




